














Converting the Lumberman 


The teachér could not understand 
the language of the student, and the stu- 
dent could not understand the language of 
the teacher—yet that student became the 
first Seventh-day Adventist convert in 
Venezuela, South America. 

It happened this way. Three missionaries 
had been sent to that country to start teach- 
ing the people that Jesus is coming soon. 
But the missionaries spoke English—and 
all the people spoke Spanish. They couldn’t 
understand one another at all. 

The missionaries studied the language, 
but it was slow going. They planned that 
as soon as they knew enough they would 
hold some tent meetings. That would mean 
they would need benches for the people 
to sit on, and pictures to help make the 
meaning clearer. 

They didn’t have much money to buy 
wood, but as soon as they had a little, they 








went to the lumberman and bought as 
much as they could, and made a bench or 
two. Then later they bought a little more 
wood, and made another bench: 

One day, as they were working, the lum- 
berman came with a few pieces of wood. 
He laid them down, and caught sight of 
the picture Elder Lane was drawing—a 
strange-looking beast with ten horns. He 
had never seen anything like it before. 
Excitedly he began talking about it, wav- 
ing his hands and asking all sorts of ques- 
tions. And the missionaries couldn’t unde 
stand a word he said! 

What could they do? The man was in- 
terested. There might be a hope of convert- 
ing him. If only they knew how to talk 
to him. Then Mr. Greenridge had an idea. 
He rushed off and got a Spanish Bible. 
He came back, turned to Daniel 7, and 
pointed to a text—perhaps verse 7: “I saw 
in the night visions, and behold a fourth 
beast.” 

The lumberman read, “Miraba yo en las 
visiones de la noche, y he aqui la cuarta 
bestia.” 

Ah! He could understand that. Elder 
Lane pointed to the picture. The lumber- 
man nodded. 

Then Elder Lane pointed to other verses, 
“the beast was slain,” and “the Son of man 
came with the clouds of heaven, . . . that 
all people, nations, and languages, should 
serve him.” The lumberman read it in 
Spanish, and suddenly ran off. 

The missionaries looked at one another. 
It was a good try anyway. Too bad they 
hadn’t accomplished anything. But wait. 
In two hours the lumberman was back— 
and with him was another man. The lum- 
berman motioned with his hands that the 
friend wanted to hear the Bible study too. 
So happily Elder Lane laid down his brush 
again and opened the Bible he couldn’t read. 

When the benches were finished, and the 
meetings began, those two men came regu- 
larly, and when the invitation for baptism 
was given, they were among the first to 
take their stand. Truly God will work 
through us, in spite of every difficulty, if 
we are willing to let Him use us. 


Your friend, 








How Isdra chased a man-eating tiger. 





THE TIN FIFE 


By ETTA W. SCHLICHTER 


| ag was not a happier youth in all 
India than Isdra on the day when the 
missionary, Pastor King, presented him with 
a cheap, tin fife. 

The missionary had a fine flute, but for 
some reason Isdra liked the fife better. 

“This makes me feel very brave, master,” 
he explained. “I feel like doing something 
great.” 

The missionary laughed. He couldn’t know 
how Isdra would someday use his fife for a 
brave deed. 


Isdra was an orphan lad. He lived with 
the missionary and his wife and their little 
golden-haired baby girl. He did the chores. 


He listened to what they taught him—the 


most wonderful things he had ever heard 
in his life—about God in heaven, and the 
Saviour who loves everyone. Isdra, the native 
lad, had become a good Christian. 

Every spare minute he practiced on his 
fife, till he learned to play it quite well. By 
and by he noticed that its shrill tones had 

To page 19 


As Isdra blew his tin fife, the man-eating tiger cowered, groveling unhappily on the earth. 
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SUMMER ANGELS 


By INEZ BRASIER 





CHAPTER 5: HAPPY SURPRISES 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


“Thinking of Others’ has been the 
motto of the members of the TOO class: Lila and 
Tommy, the twins June and Jim, and their blind 
friend, Kenny. All the money they could earn baby- 
sitting, picking strawberries, gathering papers, and 
cutting lawns has been saved in cans in order to buy 
Bibles for blind children in Korea. Now, on the last 
Sabbath of the summer, Pastor Burns announces to 
the church the résults of the children’s work. 


All summer, 


 ewetgemgy was in his place at church 
that last Sabbath of the summer. And 
there were people there who did not come 
often, like Mrs. Greer and Mrs. Long and 
Mr. Henderson, and the clerk who had 
bought Tommy's water pistol back. Then 
there was Mr. Maynard, who sat with the 
Bartons. 

Pastor Burns held up his Bible. “Let us 
think of the words of Jesus to us in this 
Book. The stories of those whom they have 
saved would fill many books. The stories of 
those whom they have influenced to think 
of others would fill many more books. To- 
day I want to tell you what has happened in 
our small village this summer. 

“Last June this class decided to do some- 
thing special for the homeless children of 
Korea. They wanted to send Braille Bibles 
to the blind ones. They decided not to spend 
what they earned. They were so enthusiastic 
that others became interested too. I want 
you to see the original three cans that soon 


grew into seven. For those of you who 
do not know, in this Braille verse around 
each can are the words of Jesus found 
in Matthew 25:40: ‘Inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto one of the least of these my 
brethren, ye have done it unto me.’ Last night 
Mr. Felton and Mr. Barton counted the 
money in the cans. The class planned to earn 
$100 this summer. They wanted to have 
$200. There was $204.50! In the four other 
cans there was enough to make more than 
$500. I know this makes them more than 
happy! 

“Now we come to another part of our 
service that will bring much happiness and 
joy to each of us. Mrs. Greer!” 

Tommy and June and Lila and Jim were 
so astonished that they almost exclaimed 
aloud. Was Mrs. Greer really in church? And 
she was talking! 

“Most of you know that I have not been 
in church since my son died ten years ago. 
Tommy has been mowing my lawn, and a 
fine, careful job he did. He often talked 
about their Braille-Bibles-for-Korean Chil- 
dren can. I saw it one day when I stopped at 
Barton’s Garage to have my car serviced. 
Then not long ago, when I was in the grocery 
store, I saw this Think of Others class in 
action. When Mr. Green handed Tommy 
and Kenny candy bars, they asked that he 
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put the nickels in their Braille-Bibles-for- 
Korean-Children cans instead. I listened 
while they explained all about them. I must 
not say more, only that through their in- 
fluence I have returned to our church and 
I love the Bible once more.” 

Tommy and Kenny squeezed each other's 
hands while many people smiled their hap- 
piness. 

Mr. Long came down the aisle to stand 
by the front seat. “I have been a member 
= this church a long time. I thought I was 

‘oing well if I came five or six times a year. 
Now I know I was not. One day Tommy 
and Kenny came into my store on errands. 
I heard all about their cans and why the 
boys and girls in this church had not spent 
twenty-five cents in my store all summer 
long. I heard why Tommy did not buy comic 
books, and I tell you I will never have an- 
other in my store. I have set aside part of 
my income for Bibles where they are most 
needed. I shall attend church each week, 
and I want Tommy to know that I am read- 
ing my Bible again.” 


One after another, people who had not been 


watching the Think of Others class all summer 








“Praise God!” exclaimed Pastor Burns. 

Mr. Henderson asked to say a few words. 
“I rather laughed at Jim and June when 
they put their can in our kitchen window. 
But when I saw them drop the money they 
had earned to buy bicycles into it, I began 
to think. Then when I saw them reading 
their Bibles and giving their free time to 
help sort clothes, I was sure they loved Jesus. 
Because of their example, I want to be a 
member of this church!” 

“Amen! We are seeing wonderful things 
today as the result of the coming of Jesus 
in the hearts of our boys and girls,” said 
Pastor Burns. “A young man, Keith Hark- 
ness, came to see me two weeks ago. I want 
him to tell you his story.” 

“One afternoon Tommy Felton came into 
the store where I work. He wanted to re- 
turn a water pistol he had bought that morn- 
ing. I found out that he wanted to put its 
cost into his Braille-Bibles-for-Korean-Chil- 
dren can. Now I was stationed in Japan and 
Korea for a year. I know about those children 

To page 19 


in church for a long time stood and told how 
had made them want to come back and serve God. 
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Mr. Carson sprang for the door. Even as he did so, 


he heard the sound of a rifleshot in the distance. 


THE MAN WHO SHOT THE SWAN 


By KEITH MOXON 





JN THE midst of raising a piece of break- 
fast toast to her lips, Mrs. Carson sat 
transfixed. Her husband and children re- 
garded her with mingled alarm and curiosity, 
and then their eyes followed hers through 
the window of their little cottage. 

“No, it can’t be!” she said breathlessly, 
scraping her chair back quickly, and. half 
running to the window as she spoke. 

“What is it, Mummy?” came the chorus 
from the now wide-eyed offspring. 

“Come on, Alice. What is it?” added her 
husband in kindly impatience. 

Mrs. Carson turned, amazement in her 
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eyes. “George, I do believe it’s a trumpeter 
swan!” 

“A trumpeter? Are you sure? Where?” 
And he hastily joined his wife at the win- 
dow. “Let me get the field glasses.” Where- 
upon he retreated at a trot toward his den, 
where he could be heard opening and shut- 
ting drawers. Mrs. Carson continued to gaze 
in wonder at the majestic creature that grace- 
fully moved around on the waters of the 
marsh in the low section below their home. 

“O Mummy, it’s so big!” said young 
Tony. “Much bigger than a mallard or a 
goose.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Carson, without taking 
her eyes off the bird. “It’s nearly six feet from 
the end of its bill to the tip of its tail.” 

“Where did it come from?” piped little 
Anne. “I didn’t see it there this morning.” 

“There is a small flock of them on Lake 
Okanagan east of here, and there may be 
others in Alberta, and Yellowstone Park in 
the United States. But they are nearly ex- 
tinct, and we haven't seen any around here 
for the last fifeen years, at least.” 

“Now, get back, you children! Let me 
see!” Mr. Carson was back with the field 
glasses. “Open the window—better view,” 
and then he peered intently through the 
glasses. “There's no yellow spot on the bill. 
It’s a trumpeter, all right. I never thought 
I'd live to see it!” He handed the glasses 
to his wife. “It’s a miracle, but the game 
warden told me the other day that the tide 
has turned for the bird, and they are on the 
increase again.” They all started as the swan 
half rose out of the water and flapped its 
wings, and then sank to rest again. “Twenty 














years ago,” Mr. Carson continued, “there were 
only seventy-three birds left out of the hun- 
dreds of thousands that flew everywhere in 
the pioneer days of the west.” 

“How did they all die?” asked John. 

Mr. Carson sighed. “The old story. Man's 
ignorance and greed. In those days swan 
was a favorite dish on the menu, and the 
swan’s down brought a high price; so they 
were shamefully overhunted. The poor crea- 
tures were an easy mark because of their 

size and snow-white plumage, and thousands 
a them were shot each year. The hunters 

would eat the very choicest cuts, take the 
skin with its feathers, and then leave the 
rest to rot. There was no increase because 
the young ones in the nest, or the eggs, were 
eaten by the wolves and foxes, and that was 
the end of that. It was a sickening business. 
Decent men and women fought against the 
thing, but money talked loudest for a long 
time. But now we have the Forest and Wild- 
life laws, and there is a one-thousand-dollar 
penalty for shooting a trumpeter.” 

“O Daddy!” squealed little John at the 
window. “It’s flying away.” 

They had taken their eyes away as Mr. 
Carson had been speaking, but now they 
turned to see the swan splashing across the 


Mr. Carson took in the situation at a glance. 
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water in a majestic take- 
off. And then the hearts 
of the little group were 
strangely thrilled. As the 
bird rose in the air, a pierc- 
ing clarion call sounded 
across the marsh, again and 
again. 

The little group stood in wonder and 
pleasure. “My father used to hear hundreds 
of them calling at the same time as they 
flew overhead,” said Mr. Carson with a note 
of awe in his voice. They watched until the 
swan, neck outstretched and legs trailing, 
disappeared from sight across the forest. 

“Well, that was an experience,” breathed 
Mrs. Carson as they turned away to finish 
their meal. “It has been a tonic to see that 
glorious snow-white creature. I had _ half 
hoped that it might stay awhile!” 

Mr. Carson sat down to resume his meal. 
“It could as well stay around here as any- 
where. If he liked our marsh, maybe he'll 
call again!” 

The trumpeter appreciated the marsh more 
than Mr. Carson guessed. Next day the chil- 
dren rushed in to report that the swan had 
returned. They brought almost hourly bul- 
letins of his doings, but the most electrifying 





A man with a gun was trying to shoot the swan. 
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report was that the trumpeter had com- 
menced to build a nest alongside their barn. 

“Impossible,” gasped Mr. Carson, but a 
personal inspection was proof enough. The 
bird was even using the straw scattered 
around the outskirts of the barn to help in 
the manufacture of the nest. 

Mr. Carson realized with a shock that he 
now had a special kind of responsibility. The 
bird must be encouraged in every way, so the 
children had all sorts of instructions and dire 
threats issued to them about approaching 
the back of the barn. However, the swan 
seemed not to be too concerned with the 
minor happenings that transpired around 
him. 

Mr. Carson made a telephone call to the 
local game warden, and soon after a notice 
in large, printed letters appeared in the win- 
dows of the local stores and in the post office. 
It read: 


WARNING TO HUNTERS 
A trumpeter swan is nesting at Carson's 
on Bay Road. The bird feeds on his 
marsh, and visits other places nearby. 


Penalty for killing 
a trumpeter—$ 1000 


F. Clarke, Warden, 
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There was no hunting permitted on Mr. 
Carson's property from that day forward, 
and notices everywhere proclaimed that fact. 
His great fear was that some hunters might 
either miss or purposely ignore the signs. So 
anxious was he for the bird that he stopped 
every man he saw carrying a gun, and told 
him of the presence of the swan, and then 
instructed him to tell others. 

Two weeks went by, and all was well. 
The nest was completed, and the bird seemed 
happy in every way. It became a familiar 
sight as it fed in the swamp, and everyone 
was worried each time it flew away to other 
feeding grounds. 

However, the tragedy was to be enacted 
in full view of its anxious hosts. Mr. Carson 
was at work in the barn with the chaff cut- 
ter, utilizing the time when the swan was 
away on the marsh, when suddenly John’s 
shriek pierced the din. “Dad! Dad!” 

The boy stood in the open doorway, face 
white and eyes staring, wildly gesticulating. 
He was joined immediately by Mrs. Carson, 
her face twisted in anguish. 

With one movement, Mr. Carson shut off 
the motor and sprang for the door. Even 
as he did so, he heard the sound of a rifle- 
shot in the distance. To page 17 








The Thread-and-Needle Plant 


HO’ would you like to grow needles and 
thread in your front yard? Pretty good 
business, don’t you think? 

Or how would you like this? On a hot, 
sticky day in midsummer, drink delicious 
punch made by the same plant as the one 
the thread and needles came from! 

When the roof of your house needed re- 
pairing, the same plant would provide shin- 
gles. And when you were hungry, but felt 





By BILLIE AVIS HOY 


too tired to walk to the store, the thread-and- 
needle plant would come to your rescue. 
You could eat the roots. 

And if you had no fire to cook them, you 
could just strike a match to what was left 
of the plant, and it would make fine fuel. 

Do you think that's impossible? 

Actually, a cousin of this plant may be 
growing in your yard right now! If so, when 
it blooms, you will probably get on the 
telephone and invite your friends over to 
see the “miracle.” 

I'm talking about the century plant. 
Once upon a time people thought this plant 
bloomed only once in a hundred years, but 
now we know this is not true. Usually it 
waits ten years, then suddenly shoots up a 
tall stalk that may be forty feet high, with 
the flowers on top. The tremendous effort 
proves too much for the plant, however, 
and as soon as the seeds are formed, the 
plant dies. 

In Mexico the plants are raised on large 
plantations, chiefly for the sake of the sweet 
juice from which the drink called pulque is 
made. Like beer and whisky, it is intoxicat- 
ing. The juice is obtained by cutting the 
flower stalk just as it begins to grow. 

Long thorns grow along the edges of the 
leaves. They are cut off and used for needles. 

The women cut the leaves and shred them 
with large combs, producing long thin fibers 
that they twist together to make thread. The 
threads are then twisted to make thin rope 
for weaving table and chair mats. 

The leaves are also dried and used to 
thatch the roofs of the small houses, which 
are often made of adobe mud bricks. 

The roots are eaten for lunch, and what 
is left—which isn’t much—is burned as 
fuel. 
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YATZPACK 


A NEW TYPE OF KNAPSACK 


By GEORGE THOMPSON 





HERES a knapsack you can easily make 
for your next camping trip, because no 
sewing or riveting is needed. And you'll 
find that it rides easily on your back, whether 
chock-full or half-empty. The idea for this 
Yatzpack, as it is called, comes from a former 
company commander of the French Foreign 
Legion. 

The curved shape at the bottom of the 
This article, which appeared in the June 
1955, issue of Science and Mechanics mag- 
azine, is reprinted here by special arrange-} 
ment with the publisher. From Science an 

Mechanics, June, 1955, pp. 115, 116. 
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pack (see drawing) is a camper’s modifica- 
tion of the Legion's design. It’s there so that 
Yatzpack can take a large No. 10 or potato- 
chip can, which serves as both cooking gear 
at the campsite and food container in the 
pack. 

This pack can be opened without first 
removing the sleeping bag tied around it 
(Fig. 2). Hung on a tree, the Yatzpack 
makes a neat camp storage cabinet. Best of 
all, there are no rivets to work loose, no 
stitching to rip, no buckles to jam or rings 
to bend. If you should tear the plastic cover- 
ing, just glue a patch in place. Thus, there 
is little danger of a major pack breakdown. 

Make the wooden frame (Fig. 3) first. 
Lay out the top, bottom, and two sides, and 
cut out the pieces with a jigsaw or coping 
saw. Drill the %4-in. holes as indicated, and 
make up the four glue blocks. Assemble the 
frame as in Fig. 3 with Casco glue and nails, 
and set aside until the glue is dry. 

To cover the front and back of the frame, 
cut pieces of cloth-backed plastic upholstery 
material or canvas (Fig. 4), and letter the 
edges as shown to help you in assembling 
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to the wooden frame. Spread Pliobond ad- 
hesive on the edges and on about 34 in. of 
the frame sides; then press the plastic ma- 
terial into position. Fold over the corners 
neatly as in Fig. 4 and fasten the material 
to the wooden frame with a few carpet tacks 
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to hold it in place while the adhesive dries. 
Paint all exposed wood at this point. 

Next, rig up the main rope support with 
plastic or cord clothesline inside the pack, 
and make the three loops (Fig. 5) for the 
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webbing suspension straps to be added later 
(Fig. 7). Make the sleeping bag tie cords 
from 4 lengths of clothesline, each about 
3 ft. long. Insert one cord through each 
pair of holes at top and bottom of the pack 
sides (Fig. 5). Also glue and tack loops 
of 14-in. twill tape to each side just below 
the lower tie cords as shown in Fig. 6. 

To make the bottom of the flap conform 
with the curve at the lower front of the 





INSERT FOLDED PIECE OF 
WEBBING BEFORE PULLING 





Ds 
5 


o 


BOWLINES 
ROPE 
ASSEMBLY 





pack, pinch up the doubled material at the 
point where the flap rests on the edge of the 
curved wood section (Fig. 6) and glue to- 
gether. Then fold the glued double thickness 
down flat against the flap and fasten with 
Pliobond adhesive. Fasten a 1-ft. length of 
¥g-in.-wide twill tape to each lower corner 
of the flap with the same adhesive and re- 
inforce with a patch of plastic material. Use 
this tape to tie down the flap to the loops 
at lower sides of the pack. Tie with two half- 
hitches, leaving the last hitch on a bight. 

When carrying the pack, the webbing sus- 
pension straps (Fig. 7) will hold the pack 
close to your body and put some of the 
weight on your hips. Crossing the webbing 
in back before bringing it around your waist 
should provide enough of a cushion between 
your back and the pack, if you have about 
an average build. If the bottom edge of the 
pack bites into your back, glue a strip of 
sponge rubber along the lower edge. 

To shape the bedroll for tying on the out- 
side of the pack in the conventional “horse- 
shoe” form, first tuck the head and foot of 
the sleeping bag in about 10 in.; then roll 
the bag from one side. If the roll is too 

To page 21 
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Joe’s sure his mother is a real 


detective, since the day she solved 


THE STICKY-ENVELOP hg MY 


} gee whistled softly as he sat by Mother’s 
writing desk, waiting for her to finish 
the letter that she wanted him to mail. Ie 
was an important letter to New York, she 
had told him, but that was all she had said. 
She had not said why it was important, and 
Joe tried to imagine what there could be in 
it, for it didn’t seem to him that anyone 
did anything important around home, cer- 
tainly not important enough to write letters 
about. 

Mother’s pen came to a halt at last. 

“There!” she said, taking an envelope 
from a small drawer, and sealing the letter 
into it. “It’s all done. And if you go quickly 
you will catch the 4:30 mail. You'll be a 
good fellow for Mother and hurry, won't 
you?” 

“Sure!” grinned Joe. And at that moment 
he had every intention of keeping that prom- 
ise. 

“Oh, your hair, Joe!” cried Mother aghast 
just as though she hadn’t seen Joe's hair 
needing to be brushed every day of his life. 
“You simply cannot go to the post office 
with hair like that. Fetch me a comb and 
I'll see how fast I can fix it.” 

Joe was gone upstairs in a flash to find 
a comb, whistling one minute and making 
bloodcurdling Indian war whoops the next. 
And then he was stamping down again as if 
a herd of wild buffalo were on top of him. 

-Mother quickly arranged Joe’s hair, and 
said, “You mind what I say and hurry, won't 
you? It is very important that the letter get 
on its way today.” Joe wondered again, but 
merely nodded and whistled as he raced off. 

Larry Jenkins was playing on a swing 
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under an old apple tree in the Jenkinses’ yard 
as Joe passed, and Larry called, “Hi there, 
Joe. Come and have a game with a lonely 
fellow.” 

“Sorry,” Joe shrugged. “That would please 
me fine, but I’m carrying what Mother says 
is a very important letter, and it just has 
to go on the afternoon plane.” 

“That being so,” said Larry confidentially, 
“why don’t I ask Mother if I can go with 
you to the post office?” 

“Trust Larry Jenkins to 
have real brain storms,” 
laughed Joe, well pleased 
that he was going to have 
company. 

It did not take Larry 
long to make arrangements 
with his mother, and soon 
the two were on their way 
to the post office, laughing 
and talking as boys will. 
Then a thought occurred 
to Larry, and he had to let 
Joe know about it. “Did 
your mother put a stamp 
on that very important let- 
ter?” 

“No,” replied Joe. “She 
gave me six cents to buy 
an air-mail stamp.” 

“Got any other money 
on you?” asked Larry, a 





























With the six cents for the air- 
mail stamp added to Larry's 
four, they bought a candy bar. 
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By IVY R. DOHERTY 


little craftily. Joe did not quite know what 
Larry was getting at, but much as he hated 
to admit it, he did not carry another single 
penny. The boys seemed to think a fellow 
wasn’t much of a man unless he could carry 
change in his pockets for emergencies. 
Larry’s idea of an emergency right now was 
being able to buy a candy bar. 

“Not another penny,” announced Joe, his 
head held high as though he did not care 
what Larry or the other fellows thought 




















about boys who didn’t have money on them. 

“Think I have something that may help 
do the trick,” boasted Larry, and he fished 
for a minute or two in the pocket of his 
jeans. There was quite a jingling going on 
in that pocket, and Joe, being penniless, was 
impressed that Larry must be truly rich if his 
pockets could produce such a sound as that. 

Out came a penny, a marble, two nails, 
another penny, some pieces of copper wire 
that Larry had picked up after the men had 
finished working on the electric wires in 
front of his house, another marble, and a 
bundle of string from which he fished two 
more pennies. 

“Whew!” whistled Joe in amazement. “I'll 
bet your mother just loves cleaning out your 
pockets on washday.” 

_ "Why, I guess she doesn’t have to. Do 
you think I would risk losing all that? Never 
know when I might need it; so I transfer it 
to my clean jeans all the time, see?” 

Yes, Joe did see, and looked up quickly 
at Larry when he suggested, “I'll add my four 
cents to your six and we can get a pretty 
nice candy bar.” 

“But I haven't got six cents, silly. I told 
you I didn’t have a cent.” 

“Want to know something?” and Larry's 

To page 16 
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Jim noticed something white on the ceiling. 


He pulled—and suddenly could not see. 


BACK-YARD CAVE 


By DANNY 


TEVE WILLOWS stood, squared his 

shoulders, and looked about him. The 

three boys, over whom he was leader, glanced 
up and paused in their work. 

“We've got to make this deeper,” Steve 
said, pointing to the oblong hole the boys 
were digging. “We'll never be able to stand 
up in it after we put the roof on, unless 
we do.” 

The boys nodded and continued their 
work. They were digging in the back yard 
of Steve’s home. His parents had said that 
hide-outs such as the one he wanted to make 
were too dangerous—both to him and to 
others who might fall in. 

The idea for the hide-out had been Steve's. 
They would dig a deep trench, then cover 
the top with boards and dirt. The result 
would be what might be called a back-yard 
cave. The boys could light it with candles 
set in small holes in the walls. It would 
make a dandy hide-out, much better than 
any of the other boys in the neighborhood 
had. 

But the objection by Steve’s parents had 
temporarily caused a halt in the construction. 
However, his parents were planning a long 
trip to see old friends. They'd be gone a 
week or more. Meanwhile old Mrs. Hastings 
would stay with him, and she never paid 
much attention to anything he did; so it 
was a perfect time to really make a grand, 
supergrand, hide-out! 

Steve and three of his friends had begun 
that morning, electing Steve leader, as it 
was his idea and his yard. Already they had 
dug a lot of dirt from the spot behind the 
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trees, for the earth was soft, making digging 
easy and swift. 

Jim was hunting boards to cover the hole 
with, while Steve, Bob, and Skip finished 
the first room. 

The pleasant smell of damp earth and the 
excitement of the idea filled the boys with 
energy, and they dug on. 

By afternoon, a room about eight or ten 
feet long and two feet wide was complete. 
Steve found some candles and they fashioned 
holders for them from wire coat hangers, 
sticking them into the walls. Others were put 
on small shelves they had scooped out. 

The roof was solid, made of heavy planks 
covered with plywood and a deep layer of 
dirt. The door was a gradual slope at one 
end of the trench with a piece of plywood 
drawn over it, making the cave pitch-dark, 
except for occasional bits of light slipping 
through cracks around the wood. 

“This is great!” Steve said excitedly. “But 
it’s too small.” 

The others huddled in the darkness about 
him, staring at the candle in Steve's hand. 
They felt the cold dampness on their cloth- 
ing and the smell of the rich earth. An 
earthworm was dangling from one of the 
walls, but in a moment it pulled itself back 
in its hole and disappeared. 

Sounds from outside were muffled and 
deadened, and their own voices had a strange 
quality in the closeness of the cave. “Let’s 
make a tunnel and another room,” Skip 
said. “We could make it small, with a secret 
door and everything. It would be great!” 

“Say, that’s not bad!” agreed Jim. 














“But would the earth hold up safely?” 
Bill asked, frowning. 

“Sure,” Skip said. 

“We could really make this hide-out some- 
thing grand!” Steve said joining in. “How 
about having it right over there? That way 
there would be no danger of the planks over- 
head falling, and it ” So they planned. 

The next day they returned, filled with 
renewed energy and excitement. It was de- 
cided to have this second room like a large 

nnel. They would hollow out a spot from 
6: bottom and not dig to the top. That 
way it would not need a roof. 

The enthusiasm for the plan was so great 
that lunch was almost forgotten. The moment 
lunch was finished, back to work they went. 

About three o'clock that afternoon all four 
boys slid through the narrow tunnel and 
crowded into the room, admiring it. The 
lone candle shone with unbelievable bright- 
ness, casting large shadows behind them. 
Sound had a thick ring, and outside noises 
could not be heard at all. 

Then Jim noticed something white. He 





reached toward the ceiling 
and pulled at it. They all 
watched, wondering what 
it could be. Steve was just 
about to suggest it was a 
tree root when something 
hit him on the head. He 
tried to open his eyes but wasn’t able to. 

Instantly he thrashed about, for he guessed 
at once what had happened. The top of the 
tunnel had fallen in! He shoved and kicked, 
gasping for breath, until he finally got out. 
Jim and Bill were also just getting out. 
But not Skip. 

“Skip!” Steve yelled, and then the three 
boys frantically dug into the soft earth. They 
found Skip and pulled him up. His body 
was limp, and there were deep cuts filled 
with dirt and blood on his head. They car- 
ried him into the house, yelling and shout- 
ing for Mrs. Hastings. She came running. 

Without a word she called a doctor and 
then asked what had happened as she gently 
bathed Skip. They told her everything, stand- 
ing about helpless, frightened, worried. Steve 





The boys stood close together, admiring their cave in the light of the candle Steve held. 
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felt the whole thing had been his fault. 
It was his idea to have a cave—he had caused 
Skip to get hurt. 

A tear rolled down his cheek, leaving a 
white path in the dirt that covered him. 
Slowly he pushed it away, and Skip opened 
his eyes. 

The doctor came and worked quickly and 
quietly. At last he stood up. “He’s O.K. It’s 
just shock. Those cuts aren't bad, but I 
think he should stay in bed for a while.” 

That evening, as the setting sun streamed 
through the windows of the bedroom, Steve 
sat beside Skip. “I’m sorry,” he said throatily. 

“Well, I hope you won't get punished,” 
Skip said, trying to joke. “Your parents 
haven't returned.” 

For a long moment Steve looked out the 
window. “I’ve already been punished,” he 
said softly. “Your getting hurt was an awful 
punishment.” He paused. “But I learned 
something. These stories in books and mag- 
azines about obeying—they’re not just a 
bunch of kid stuff. There is something to 
them—an awful lot too,” he added thought- 
fully. 


The Sticky-Envelope Mystery 
From page 13 


voice grew very soft as he drew closer to 
Joe. “Let me tell you. 

“I mailed a letter for my mother once and 
I spent the money on a candy bar, but the 
letter went just the same. You try it and 
you'll find out I am right.” 

“You mean a letter will go to New York 
without a stamp?” 

“Didn't I say it would? The people at 
the other end have to pay up, you baby! 
Don’t you understand?” 

“I don’t believe you,” Joe told him sus- 
piciously. 

“Want me to prove it to you?” Larry chal- 
lenged. 

Joe wavered a minute, but it had been 
several days since he’d had any candy, and 
he was sorely tempted. At last he said, “All 
right, Larry Jenkins, you prove it to me.” 

Joe didn’t seem to realize that he had 
promised Mother not too many minutes be- 
fore that he would get that letter on the 
plane in good time. 

Next thing he knew they were both stand- 
ing at the candy counter, and Joe was pass- 
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ing his four cents and the six that Mother 
had provided for the air-mail stamp to the 
lady, and she was giving him a tasty, choco- 
late candy bar that looked really good when 
the paper wrapping came off. Joe felt rather 
shaky taking the first bite, and it almost 
stuck in his throat; the second bite tasted 
better, and the third better yet, until when 
the last bite was gone, he was wishing for 
more. 

Next thing, they were at the post office. 
Joe handed the letter to Larry. “You push 
it through,” he told him. “It’s your idea, an 
you say it will work. I'm sure it wouldn't 
work for me.” Joe looked about him guiltily 
at all the people in the post office. Did they 
post letters without stamps? No. There was 
a long line of men and women buying 
stamps at the counter. Did one of them hap- 
pen to be a policeman or a detective? And 
if so, could he tell by the pounding of Joe’s 
guilty heart that he was a cheater? 

Never mind, the whole transaction was 
in Larry’s hands now. In fact, the letter had 
already slid down in the air-mail box and 
the boys couldn't have gotten it back if 
they had tried. Joe was mighty glad to get 
out of that place. It was so much better to 
be in the fresh air again. It helped a person 
feel clean, but he couldn't possibly feel all 
clean when he had just robbed his mother. 
Even though Larry had been the first to 
suggest the idea, he had been very much in 
the wrong himself and he knew it. 

When he reached home, the first thing 
Mother asked was whether he had mailed 
the letter in time, to which he could truth- 
fully reply, “Yes.” But the dark secret was 
eating into his heart. It was too dark, how- 
ever, for Joe to bring it to the light, and 
he remembered a memory verse about peo- 
ple who loved the dark because their deeds 
were evil. He consoled himself by saying over 
and over in his mind that the letter would 
go anyway, and Mother would not be hurt by 
his cheating. 

The next afternoon, when Daddy went to 
the post office on his way home from work, 
he unlocked the little mailbox that had “278” 
written on the top of the door, and pulled 
out just one letter. It was addressed in. 
Mother's handwriting, and on the top where 
the stamp should be, there was no stamp; 
just “Plus six cents,” printed in pencil by 
one of the post office clerks. Daddy frowned. 
What had happened? Daddy could not imag- 
ine Mother mailing a letter without a stamp 














on it. He tucked it in his pocket. He would 
have to find out about it when he got home. 

And, fortunately for Joe, Daddy did find 
out all about it. It was fortunate because had 
Joe not been found out on this offense, it is 
very possible that he would have tried some- 
thing a little worse the next time; then very 
much worse the time after that, until you 
might never know just where Joe would 
end up. Maybe even in a State penitentiary. 

“Joe,” said Father that night, as the fam- 
ily sat around the supper table. “You didn’t 

ut a stamp on that letter you mailed for 
Mother yesterday, did you?” 

Joe’s face went pale. They had found out 
already! 

“You used the money for yourself, didn’t 
you?” It was Mother speaking this time. 
“You bought a candy bar with it, right?” 

“Wh-what, er, how did you find out?” 
Joe gasped. 

“It wasn’t hard,’ said Father. “I found 
the letter in the mailbox when I went to 
the post office this afternoon.” 

“And it wasn’t difficult to guess that you 
had been eating candy when we saw the 
sticky fingerprints you had put on it,” added 
Mother. “Here, take a look.” 

Mother showed Joe the envelope. His 
fingerprints were plain to see, made with 
the sticky candy that had gotten on _ his 
fingers as he ate the bar on the way to the 
post office. 

“I'm sorry,” he stammered. 

“We'll forgive you, son,” said Mother, 
“but unfortunately for you, that envelope 
contained an order for a pair of skates. We 
hoped they would arrive in time for your 
birthday. Now you will have to wait.” 

Believe you me, Joe never tried to deceive 
his parents again! 





The Man Who Shot the Swan 
From page 8 
“Daddy! Daddy! Quick! Quick! There’s 


a man trying to shoot the swan!” 

Mr. Carson took in the scene at a glance. 
A hunter stood in the shallows of the marsh, 
gun raised to his shoulder. A few hundred 
yards out from shore was the horrible spec- 
tacle of the now-wounded swan, struggling 
madly to get into the air. 


(To be continued ) 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Susan E. Jacobs, 165 Sickles Avenue, San Fran- 
cisco, California, U.S.A. Letters, drawing, paper 
dolls, stamps. 

Gloriann Pinky Lucchesi, age 11. 165 Sickles Av- 
enue, San Francisco, California, U.S.A. Gardening, 
training parakeets. 

Clara Feaster, age 13. 230 Monroe Street, Buf- 
falo 6, New York, U.S.A. Swimming, running, biking, 
writing. 

Sandra Miller, age 12. East Lake Road, Burt, New 
York, U.S.A; Paper dolls, baseball. 

Sharon K. Barnes, Star Route 1, Box 66a, Lan- 
caster, California, U.S.A. Rocks, riding horses. 

Everett Snyder, age 16. Sheyenne River Academy, 
Harvey, North Dakota, U.S.A. Stamps. 

Olivia Eilum, age 13. Route 9, Box 904, Jackson- 
ville, Florida, U.S.A. Photography, dolls. 

June Hurt, age 12. 1014 East Locust Street, 
Carthage, Illinois, U.S.A. Painting, drawing. 

Jim Hurt, age 13. Center Street, Carthage, lilinois, 
U.S.A. Match folders, baseball. 

Jackie Cates, age 11. 4941 Guadalupe Drive, El 
Paso, Texas, U.S.A. Singing, stamps. 

Diane Hayashi, age 12. 1111 S. Hughes Avenue, 
Fresno, California, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, piano. 

Carolyn Rainwater, age 12. 216 S.W. First Street, 
College Place, Washington, U.S.A. Reading, snap- 
shots. 

Judy D. Paterson, P.O. Box 498, Angwin, California, 
U.S.A. 


Sharrie Moore, 89 Weldon Avenue, Fresno 4, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, skiing, skating, rocks, 
snapshots. 

Barbara Van Artsdalen, age 15. 541 Niagara 
Avenue, Astoria, Oregon, U.S.A. Roller skating, let- 
ters. 

Maxine Gilpin, age 13. 2944 Home Avenue, Fresno, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, ice skating, snapshots. 

Felicia van Lowe, age 16. South Sea Cottage, 
Khyber Pass, Warwick East, Bermuda. Stamps, post 
cards, paper napkins, writing poems, letters. 

Annette Cornforth, age 11. Box 345, Aberdeen, 
Idaho, U.S.A. Cooking, reading, piano, swimming. 

Gloria McComb, age 13. R.F.D. 2, Hamilton, Geor- 
gia, U.S.A. Piano, swimming, nature study. 

Aimee Poblete, age 12. Philippine Union College, 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippines. Stamps, violin, piano, 
biking, camping, swimming. 

Fiel Poblete, age 10. Philippine Union College, 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippines. Biking, swimming, 
model planes, singing, reading. 
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SEEING AMERICA WITH RALPH AND RUTH, by Elton A. Jones 




















° Grab your suitcase, let’s go! We've a lot of stops to make. We'll go to Niagara di 

Our Nation Falls, Pikes Peak, the Olympic Peninsula, Yosemite, Carlsbad Caverns, and on tl 
and on. Does it sound like fun? All this for only $3.75. é 

ADVENTURES OF KADO, by Alice Mertie Underhill N 

—_—__— Maybe you’d like to have an inside view of life in a little village in India. P 

| di Spirit worship, vicious wild animals, and witch doctors combine to make living ce 

fv la a hazardous struggle. Kado’s story impresses us with the importance of mis- ay 

sions and makes us thankful for our blessings. $2.00 tk 

q el 

4 SONG OF THE TRAIL, by Mabel Earp Cason d 




















b Would you like to spend a summer as a shepherd? This is an unusual story of Ww 
southwestern America, written in a rich, imaginative style portraying the life of 

Southwest the shepherds, their joys and sorrows and tragedies. Behind these experiences n 
is the ever-present thought of the Good Shepherd and the beauty of the 
twenty-third psalm. $3.00 
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ON THE TRAIL WITH FRECKLES AND DON, by Ruth Wheeler be 

Here’s an action-packed summer vacation with two teen-age boys in the R 

Vy on wilderness areas of Yosemite. The perfume of mountain air, the rustle of wild p 

OSsemiuce creatures, the sighing wind in the treetops, and a burro all add up to a delight- fit 
ful vacation high in the Sierras. $2.50 
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The Tin Fife 
From page 3 


a strange effect on animals. Cats and dogs, 
for instance, seemed to grow uneasy when- 
ever he played. 

“Why does Rajah run away when I play?” 
he asked Mrs. King. 

“It may be,” replied Mrs. King, “that the 
dog’s hearing is so keen that certain high 

otes that we can’t even hear, hurt his ears.” 
@°. said Isdra. 

He didn’t want to hurt the dog. After 

that he played softly when Rajah was around. 

One day there was great excitement in the 
native village. Someone had seen a man- 
eating tiger lurking in the rice fields. 

Pastor King did not believe the story. “I 
doubt that a tiger would stray so far from 
the jungle,” he said. “Still, we can’t be too 
careful.” 

So he gave instructions to both Isdra and 
Marah, the baby’s nurse, who had turned 
pale with fear. “Isdra, when you go for the 
cows take the long way around and keep 
away from the rice fields. And, Marah, keep 
the baby in the house, but do not be fright- 
ened. God knows how to protect His chil- 
dren. In case of danger, He will show you 
what to do.” 

“Yes, master,” 
nodded his head. 

The next afternoon Isdra started a little 
earlier than usual to bring back the cows. 
Remembering the missionary’s instructions, 
he took the longer road to the pasture. 
Rajah, the dog, was at his side, and in his 
pocket was his precious possession, the tin 
fife. 

Rajah helped him round up the cows, and 
they started for home. The country was beau- 
tiful and peaceful. The afternoon sun was 
going down in a glowing copper sky. Al- 
ready Isdra could see the missionary’s bunga- 
low through the trees. 

Then Rajah stiffened, growling in his 
throat. He crouched at Isdra’s feet, his hair 
tanding on end, his whole body trembling. 

Isdra watched him, puzzled. 

Then he looked up—and saw the tiger! 

For an instant Isdra couldn't believe his 
eyes. It seemed like a horrible dream. Silently 
the man-eater was slinking from the rice 
field. Tail switching, eyes afire, he was headed 
for the missionary’s bungalow. 

Isdra’s thoughts raced in his fright. The 
missionary and his wife had gone to visit 


said Marah, and Isdra 


a sick native woman. Marah and the baby 
were home alone. If Marah were to catch 
sight of the tiger, she would probably faint 
from fear, and the baby would be completely 
helpless. 

Now Isdra began to tremble violently. 
This was no dream! What could he do? 

He remembered the missionary’s words, 
“God will show you what to do.” 

That very moment he thought of his fife. 
Maybe the tiger would fear it, too. Quickly 
he took it from his pocket and blew a single, 
high, shrill note. The effect was instanta- 
neous and amazing. The wild beast stopped 
in his tracks. 

Isdra blew more notes. Beside him Rajah 
now crouched and whined, and the blood- 
thirsty tiger was doing the same. 

“He’s afraid,” gasped Isdra. “He’s afraid. 
Just like Rajah.” 

Now he took courage and blew all the 
weird tones he could produce. 

The fierce tiger crouched down, squirming 
like a frightened kitten. Suddenly he turned 
about and slunk back into the rice field. 

Isdra, breathing hard, thought of the lit- 
tle golden-haired baby he loved. He thought 
of God in heaven, and he said a silent prayer 
of thanks. God had showed him what to do. 

Marveling, he put away the cows and went 
to the house, the tin fife clutched tightly in 
his hand. 


Summer Angels 
From page 5 


Tommy talked about. I want to tell you that 
next week I am going to college. As soon 
as I finish training I shall return to Korea, 
this time to work for Jesus in helping those 
boys and girls.” 

A tall man stood up as Keith sat down. 

Pastor Burns looked at him. Then he 
stepped from the rostrum to walk down the 
aisle. He clasped hands with his old school 
friend. “Bert Maynard!” 

“Jimmie Burns!” 

The people watched as they walked to 
the front of the church. “These are my peo- 
ple,” Pastor Burns told him. “I want them 
to meet you, my old friend who attended 
college with me.” 

“It is our Mr. Maynard!” gasped Lila. 

“Last weekend several families from your 
church, Pastor Burns, had the long cottage 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Who Was He? 


By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was one of twelve spies. 

His report was one of courage and faith. 

He was one of the only two men out of the 
large number who left Egypt who finally entered 
the land of Canaan. 

In his old age he did not ask for an easy place, 
but “give me this mountain,” he said. 

His request was granted and he conquered the 
hill country of Hebron with its walled cities in- 
habited by giants. 

See Numbers 13 and Joshua 14. 


Scrambled Verses 
By ELEANOR B. PAULSON 


See if you can unscramble these Bible verses 
without looking them up. 

1. World the preach into creature the every gospel 
go ye all and to. 

2. Thy honour and mother father thy. 

3. Children and the come them little unto forbid 
suffer me to such not of kingdom God is the 
for of. 

4. Faith abideth hope now but three these charity 
and charity greatest of is the these. 


5. Temptation lead evil but from deliver and us into 
not us. 

6. The world light am I of the. 

7. Unto give shall it given you and be. 

8. Kind another ye to be one. 


Color in the Scriptures 
By LOIS SNELLING 


In the Bible verses below, do you know which 
color to use in each of the blank spaces? 

1. “Is there any. taste in the ... ... ... ... .. of an egg?” 
(Job 6:6.) 

2. “It will be fair weather: for the sky is ... ... ... 
(Matt. 16:2.) 

3. “And they clothed him with .. .. .. .. .. .., and 
platted a crown of thorns, and put it about his 
head.” (Mark 15:17.) 

4. “When I am old and ... ... ... ..headed, O God, for- 
sake me not.” (Ps. 71:18.) 

5. “lam like a... .. .. .. .. fir tree.” (Hosea 14:8.) 

6. “Thy tips ave like a thread Gf . . . . 
(Song of Solomon 4:3.) 

7. “Yet shall ye be as the wings of a dove covered 


’ 


Av ee a 
gold.”” (Ps. 68:13.) 
8. “lam... ... .. .. .., but comely, O ye daughters of 


Jerusalem.” (Song of Solomon 1:5.) 


ANSWERS 
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next to mine at Creel Lake. I watched the 
children. There were no fights, no water 
pistols aimed at the campers. One of them, 
with her father, invited me to church. The 
next afternoon I shamelessly listened to the 
birthday party songs and surprises for Kenny. 
I sang the songs I had not sung in years.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Pastor Burns while June 
whispered, “I was sure I heard someone 
sing besides us.” 

“I wanted to have a part in that birth- 
day gift; so I sent a telegram to the Amer- 
ican Bible Society.” Mr. Maynard stopped 
while Mr. Felton and Mr. Barton and Mr. 
Long carried several large books to the front 
seat. Then he said, “Kenny, will you and 
Tommy come here? These, my boy, are the 
books of the Braille Bible you do not have. 
May God bless you and your class.” 

Mr. Maynard faced the audience again, 
while Tommy and Kenny sat on the front 
seat, the Bibles between them. “This has 
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been a rich Sabbath for me. Through the in- 
fluence of the boys and girls I have re- 
turned to the church, and God willing, I shall 
be a pastor of a church somewhere, someday 
soon.” 

Pastor Burns clasped his friend’s hand 
again. “It is indeed a rich day. Let us sing 
‘Praise God From Whom All Blessings 
Flow.’ Lead us, Bert.” 

“I didn’t know it would be like this,” said 
Jim after church as they helped Kenny carry 
his Braille Bible books to Aunt Jennie’s car. 

“I didn’t either,” added Kenny, his face 
shining, he was so happy. 

“I guess we never know,” said Tommy. 
“I am surely going to follow our motto 
always.” 

“I am so glad Kenny is in our class. | am 
so glad for him! I am so glad for everything!” 
cried Lila. 

“So am I,” agreed the others in one breath. 

The End 











. Yatzpack 


From page 11 
long, so that the bag hangs below the pack 
when tied into position, roll it again, fold- 
ing the head and foot in a bit more than 
before. 


MATERIAL LIST—YATZPACK 


Amount 
Required Description 
1_ pe. 4, x 13 x 25” plywood or wood from 
discarded cantaloupe crate 
‘ ¥% x Y% x 4” pine (bottom corner braces) 
Ics. ¥% x ¥% x 5” pine (top corner braces) 
sht. 15 x 36” vinyl plastic (cloth-backed), 
approx. $1.00 a yd. Canvas or duck is 
also suitable 
10 ft. 314” wide upholsterer’s webbing (from 
local upholstery shop or supply store) 
2 fe. ¥g” wide cotton twill tape 
16 fe. rer sed clothesline or rope of similar dia. 
3 oz. liobond adhesive 
\Yy pt. paint 




















TRUE GREATNESS. One of the brave men 
in that famous picture of Marines raising Old 
Glory on a hilltop in Iwo Jima was Ira Hayes. 
Recently the world was shocked to know that 
Ira Hayes had been found dead as a result of 
having become a drunkard. Perhaps Proverbs 


16:32 fits here: “He that ruleth his spirit [is 
better} than he that taketh a city.” 


BARKLESS BASENJI. The basenji is an Afri- 
can dog that cannot bark—but it can make 
other noises. One, kept as a pet by a family 
in New York, was left at home alone one 
evening, and to amuse himself, he tore up sev- 
eral magazines, pulled the telephone off its 
stand, and cried in his peculiar squeaky yodel. 
When the owners came home they found police 
all around the house, and wondered why. It 
seems that the telephone operator had heard all 
those strange noises coming from the barkless 


ing on! 


WHISTLE WHILE YOU PLAY. A retired 
sailor in Michigan has a hobby of collecting 
whistles from ships that have sunk in the 
Great Lakes. Each one in his collection can be 
made to sound by pushing a button, and chil- 
dren stop by every day to listen to them toot. 


DRY-COUNTRY FROGS. Most frogs are 
found in moist places, but in Australia there 
are frogs that can live even in the dry, sandy 
wilderness. They bloat themselves out with a 
year’s supply of water when the rains fall, 
then burrow down into the earth. Thirsty 
natives in the summer time remove the water 
from the frogs and drink it. 


NICE HOUSE. The State of California is 
thinking about buying the former home of 
William Randolph Hearst and turning it into 
a public park. The palace contains forty-five 
bedrooms, numerous living rooms, two swim- 
ming pools, and a banquet room whose flag- 
stone floor was brought over stone by stone 
from some ancient English castle. It is sur- 
rounded by ninety thousand acres of land 
where the deer and the zebra roam—and all 
told cost about $55,000,000. 


COVER PICTURE by Ewing Galloway. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 


@: and had thought surely there was a murder 
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VI—God's Grace Helps the Repentant 


(AUGUST 6) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Text: 2 Samuel 12:1-13. 


Memory Verse: “Where sin abounded, grace 
did much more abound” (Romans 5:20). 


Guiding Thought 


“Watch out!” cried Jane as we made our way 
along the stream. “There’s poison ivy there.” 
Sure enough, there was the plant with the three 
dark green, shiny leaflets that we had been taught 
to leave alone. “And there,” she continued, point- 
ing to a graceful yellow flower tinged with red, 
“is the jewelweed. You always find them to- 
gether. The milky juice of the jewelweed plant 
soothes the irritation from poison ivy. It's funny, 
but where there’s poison ivy around there is 
always jewelweed.” And so God teaches us 
through nature that when there is sin around, 
there is grace near at hand. “Where sin abounded, 
grace did much more abound,” said Paul. So the 
one who truly repents of his sins finds that Jesus 
offers the soothing, saving power of grace in 
abundance to help him live the life of the fol- 
lower of God. 


SUNDAY 


What Must the Sinner Do? 

1. Find Acts 2:37. 

When Peter preached to the crowds gathered 
in Jerusalem at the feast of Pentecost about 
Christ’s sacrifice and what it had done for them, 
what did the people cry out? 

2. Read verse 38. 

What did Peter tell them was necessary before 
the Holy Spirit could fill their lives? 

3. Read verse 41. 

How many responded to Peter’s preaching? 

4. Read verses 46 and 47. 


When these three thousand who yielded to 
Christ repented and received the Holy Spirit, 
what change was seen in their lives? 


Read Steps to Christ, p. 26, pars. 1, 2. 
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MONDAY 
False Repentance 


5. Find Exodus 8:8, 13-15. 


Before the sinner can be helped by God’s for- 
giving power and grace, he must feel repentance 
for the sins he has committed. But there is a 
repentance that is a false one. Name a great 
ruler of ancient times who showed this false type 
of repentance. How long-lived was his “repent- 
ance”? 


6. Find Numbers 22:31-34. 


Name the false prophet who pretended to be 
repentant for having agreed to curse Israel. 


NOTE.—'‘There are too many confessions like 
that of Pharaoh when he was suffering the judg- 
ments of God. He acknowledged his sin in order 
to escape further punishment, but returned to 
his defiance of heaven as soon as the plagues 
were stayed. Balaam’s confession was of a similar 
character. Terrified by the angel standing in his 
pathway with drawn sword, he acknowledged 
his guilt, lest he should lose his life. There was 
no genuine repentance for sin, no contrition, no 
conversion of purpose, no abhorrence of evil, and 
no worth or virtue in his confession.”—Testi- 
monies, vol. 5, p. 637. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 26, 
par: 3; p. 27, pet. 1. 


TUESDAY 
David’s True Repentance 


7. Find 2 Samuel 12:1-6. 


When David sinned by willfully sending the 
husband of beautiful Bathsheba into the most 
dangerous part of the battle where he was killed, 
what parable containing a message of reproof 
did the Lord send him by Nathan the prophet? 

8. Read verse 13. 

When David realized that this story was an 
illustration of what he himself had done in tak- 


ing the wife of Uriah, how did he confess his 
wrong? 











NoTE.—"The prayer of David after his fall, 
illustrates the nature of true sorrow for sin. His 
repentance was sincere and deep. There was no 
effort to palliate [cover with excuses} his guilt; 
no desire to escape the judgment threatened, in- 
spired his prayer. David saw the enormity of his 
transgression; he saw the defilement of his soul, 
he loathed his sin. It was not for pardon only 
that he prayed, but for purity of heart. He longed 
for the joy of holiness—to be restored to har- 
mony and communion with God.”—Steps to 
Christ, p. 28. 


For further reading: David’s psalm of repent- 


_geance, Psalms 51:1-14. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Grace That Changed Saul to Paul 


9. Find Acts 22:3-5. 


How did Paul once refer to his zeal in perse- 
cuting the saints before his conversion? 


NoTe.— ‘Paul did not seek to shield himself; 
he paints his sin in its darkest hue, not attempting 
to lessen his guilt. . . . He does not hesitate to 
declare that ‘Christ Jesus came into the world to 
save sinners; of whom I am chief.’””—Testimo- 
nies, vol. 5, p. 641. 


10. Find 1 Corinthians 15:10. 
To what did Paul give the credit for the 


change that had come about in him when he 
repented of his sins? 


NotTe.—‘“He [Paul] calmly reviewed his ex- 
perience, and made sure work of repentance. He 
sought God with all his heart, resting not until 
he knew for a certainty that his repentance was 
accepted and his sin pardoned. . . . Jesus com- 
muned with him, and established him in. the 
faith, bestowing upon him a rich measure of 
wisdom and grace.”—The Acts of the Apostles, 
pp.. £25, 126. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 34, 
pats, 1, 2. 


THURSDAY 
11. Find Ephesians 2:8, first part. 


*« 


For many years Saul had refused to accept Jesus or 


i teachings, and after Jesus went to heaven, he 


persecuted His followers. But when the light from 
heaven shone on him, he repented. God forgave him 


and helped him, by His grace, to be a great preacher. 


* 





































What gift of God saves the repentant sinner 
from his sinful ways? 

NOTE.—When the Holy Spirit convicts the 
sinner of his sin, when He shows him up in the 
mirror of God’s holy law, when the sinner truly 
repents and wants to leave his sinful ways of life, 
then God's grace goes to work. This grace is the 
power of God to enable man to live the life God 
intends for him, it is the power of God in the 
life “to subdue every unsanctified, unholy im- 
pulse.” —Testimonies, vol. 6, p. 161. 

12. Find 2 Peter 3:18. 

How does Peter tell us to grow? 

NOTE.—Some try to become good by their 
own efforts, but we cannot grow spiritually by 
our own efforts any more than we can physically. 
We grow in grace as we seek God’s help in our 
daily living. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, p. 30, 
pars. 1, 2. 

FRIDAY 


REVIEW THE MEMORY VERSE. 
Summary of the Lesson 

UNSCRAMBLE the 
sentences: 

When we give up our sins to Jesus, He gives 
us His “cager” to help us live Christian “sivel.” 

There is a repentance that is a “salfe” one. 

The repentance of “Labama” and of “Haphora” 
are examples of this kind of repentance. 

True repentance, like that of “Vadid” and of 
“Pula,” experiences sorrow for the offense sin is 
to God, not just for the results of sin. 


jumbled words in these 


True or False 


WRITE T (true) or F (false) in the paren- 
theses beside these names to show what kind of 
repentance these characters felt: 


Balaam ( ) 
Paul ¢ 3 
Pharaoh ¢ 3 
David ¢ 2 
The 3,000 at Jerusalem at the 

feast of Pentecost c¢ ) 


A SUMMER CAMP FOR MOSES! 


MOSES would have enjoyed this camp—if 
he hadn't lived so many thousands of years 
ago! It is the first summer camp to be held 
in Upper Egypt. Church school was let out 
in April especially so the Juniors could at- 
tend. Tents were pitched on a sandy island 
in the Nile that could be reached only by 
boat. The government sent a soldier, not to 


throw the boys into the river, but to protect 
them from danger at night. The boys did 

into the river, of course, and so did the gi 

to swim in the clear, sparkling water. There 
were all the usual camp activities, and ap- 
petites grew bigger day by day. Like campers 
everywhere, these Egyptian Juniors can 
hardly wait for camp time to come again. 


PHOTOS: J. S. RUSSELL, CAMP DIRECTOR 


It’s story time, and the boys are listening 
intently. All of them wore uniforms at the camp. 


The camp was on an island, and everything 
had to be brought over in this little boat. 
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The girls enjoyed the camp, too. Notice the 
two rolled-up beds in the tent at the back. 


eS 


Flag raising in the morning. Notice all the 
clean, white sand the Juniors could play on. 











